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When wise Minerva still was young, 4, 226.
Where is the true man's fatherland ? 1, 37.

" Where lies the capital, pilgrim, seat of who governs the Faith-
ful ? " 4, 259.

Whether my heart hath wiser grown or not, 1, 73.
Whether the idle prisoner through his grate, 1,130.
While the slow clock, as they were miser's gold, 4,186.
Whither ?    Albeit I follow fast, 4, 32.
Who cometh over the hills, 4, 65.
Who does his duty is a question, 4, 137.
Who hath not been a poet ?    Who hath not, 3, 184.
Why should I seek her spell to decompose, 4, 133.
With what odorous woods and spices, 4, 174.
Woe worth the hour when it is crime, 1, 284.
Wondrous and awful are thy silent halls, 1, 170.
Words pass as wind, but where great deeds were done, 4, 74.
Worn and footsore was the Prophet, 1, 54.

Ye little think what toil it was to build, 4, 189.
Ye who, passing graves by night, 1, 227.
Yes, faith is a goodly anchor, 3, 214.

Zekle crop' up, quite unbeknown, 2, 10.